1 wiſh the Wars 
were all over. 


A F-VOURITE SONG. 


o 


TYOVWN in the meadows where violets do 
grow, 
I faw pretty Polly milking her cow, 
The ſong that ſhe ſung made the vallies 
ring, 

Since Billy is gone from me to terve George 
our King. | 

Aud I wiſh that the wars were all over, 

Crying, O] that the wars were abs 00:7. 


I ſtepped up to her, and thus I begun ; 
I ſaid, pretty Polly, can you fancy me: 
No, no, fir, ſaid ſhe, that never can be, 
I ne'er ſhall be happy till Billy I ſee; 


And I wiſh, Sc. 


I'll dreſs myſelf up in ſome young man's 
array, | 
And like a bold failor ſo neat and fo gay, 
So free for his ſake to ſerve George our 
King, | 
And fight till the wars are all over. 
And I wiſh, &c. 
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